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up of the appointment, I could not prevent myself whispering
in his ear that I should never live happy with anybody but his
daughter, and without waiting for a reply hastened away. I
had the next evening, at eight o'clock, an interview with
Madame de Beauvilliers. I argued with her with such pro-
digious ardour that she was surprised, and, although she did
not give way, she said she should be inconsolable for the loss
of me, repeating the same tender and flattering things
her husband had said before., and with the same effusion of
feeling.

I had yet another interview with M. de Beauvilliers. He
showed even more affection for me than before, but I could not
succeed in putting aside his scruples. He unbosomed himself
afterwards to one of our friends, and in his bitterness said he
could only console himself by hoping that his children and
mine might some day intermarry, and he prayed me to go and
pass some days at Paris, in order to allow him to seek a truce
to his grief in my absence. We both were in want of it. I
have judged it fitting to give these details, for they afford a
key to my exceeding intimacy with M. de Beauvilliers, which
otherwise, considering the difference in our ages, might appear
incomprehensible.

There was nothing left for me but to look out for another
marriage. One soon presented itself, but as soon fell to the
ground; and I went to La Trappe to console myself for the
impossibility of making an alliance with the Due de Beau-
villiers.

La Trappe is a place so celebrated and so well known, and
its reformer so famous, that I shall say but little about it. I
will, however, mention that this abbey is five leagues from La
Ferte-au-Vidame, or Arnault, which is the real distinctive name
of this Ferte among so many other Fertes in France, which
Lave preserved the generic name of what they have been, that
is to say, forts or fortresses (firmitas). My father had been
very intimate with M. de la Trappe, and had taken me to
him.

Although I was very young then, M. de la Trappe charmed